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154 The Sewanee Review 

What things which seem 

Can ever be 

More full of wonder 

And mystery 

Than wind brought under 

God's mastery? 

Sweep through my being 
And purge it of pain, 
Dawn-wind, fleeing 
Down Lake Champlain! 

Promise 

"A thousand infant faces, soft and sweet, 
Each year sends forth." — Sara Coleridge. 

The winds of March blow down the frozen ways ; 
Snow melts ; runnels meander through a maze 
Of broken channels. 

The sun is warm ; the branches of the trees, 
Though leafless, yet are quickened by degrees 
With hidden life. 

Behind the bark new buds await the hour 

When, venturing forth, slowly they grow to flower 

In strength and grace. 

Spring is the herald of the summer-time, 
As freighted argosies in former time 
Foreshadowed wealth, 

Bearing their burden from a southern land, 
Spices from India, silks from Samarcand, 
To homeland ports. 

Perchance unseen our treasure-galleon lies 
Beyond our sight, bearing a richer prize, 
Immortal freight, 

Our spring's desired flower, small and furled, 
Brought from the garden of another world 
Whose God is Love. 

Norreys Jephson O'Conor. 
Boston, Massachusetts. 



